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HEATBLAST 


Ten-year-old cousins Ben and Gwen Tennyson were exci’ stood in line for the Riptide 


Rapids - a huge water slide that was advertised as “six stor’ id turns”. From the ground, — 
they watched as people hurtled down at superfast speeds be! y into a churning swimming © 
pool! 


Ever since the Omnitrix had attached itself to Ben’s wrist - giving him the power to transform 
himself into ten different superheroes - his life had been one intergalactic adventure after another. 
This day at the park was a welcome break! 
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But just as they reached the front of the line, a hand reached down and blocked Ben from 
moving forward. A voice bellowed, sayine the three words he hated most of all: “YOU'RE TOO 


SHORT.” The young ride attende ‘rom boarding the Riptide Rapids. 
“What?!” Ben protested. 1. on pointed to the swordfish-shaped “Minimum 
Height” sign located just about an inic: soove Ben's head. 
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Amused, Gwen reassured her shorter cousin that there were some rides he could easily get om, 


“hear the Baby Banana Boats are fun for the smaller kids,” she said before gleefully ming 
forward toward the ride of a lifetime. 


But Ben wasn’t about to be left behind. 


Stepping behind a nautical prop, he pressed his Omnitrix, declaring under his breath, “Tey 
all feel small when Ripjaws shows up for a dip.” 

But nothing happened. “Come on! Work!” he « ust when he was about to give 
up, he became...Greymatter! 

“Oh, no!” Ben thought to himself, “Of all the superheroes in the universe, | had to become the 
puniest of them all!” 


Then a bell rang. Ben looked up and saw the next wave of ride-goers racing straight 
toward him! 


“Look out!” he yelped in Greymatter’s tiny voice as giant bare feet stomped the ground 
around him. 


“Oh well, if you can’t beat them, join them,” Ben thought as he joined the rush toward 
the Riptide Rapids, catching up with Gwen at the front of the line. 


“Race you to the bottom!” he impishly called out to a startled Gwen. | 
Greymatter got the head start - but Gwen determinedly followed. The race downward rocked) % 


Greymatter hit the pool first, but Gwen was right behind him. 


They both laughed. Then Gwen turned 
serious - warning Ben that Grandpa Max wasn’t 


going to like him “going alien” just to sneak on 
a ride. 
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“She won't tell,” Ben snickered to himself as she swam to the side of the pool. 


But his smug confidence came to an abrupt end when a huge hand rose from beneath the 
- Surface and scooped him up. Ben couldn't see his captor or where he was going, but knew he was in 
big trouble. 
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Gwen ran off after him. But, as she reached the edge of the park, the mysterious young man 
wos already getting into his car and speeding away. 


She memorised the license plate number and realised that she had to tell Grandpa Max about 
their “small problem”. 


Greymatter’s captor tossed him into his lunch box for safekeeping. The tiny hero Was, 


‘ ‘ oie 
tossed against huge apples, drink containers and other things - until one item hit him jg | 
the head, knocking him out. | 
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Greymatter awoke to find himself in q glass jar and looking out on a living room full 
of space-alien memorabilia. 


“Great,” he thought fo himself, “something's wrong with the Omnitrix or | would have 
transformed back already. And, on top of that, | have to fall into the hands of some kind of 
UFO nut.” 

Then Greymatter’s captor entered the room and looked at his prized catch. 


“Who are you and where are you from?” he asked. 
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“Oh, a feisty alien! Okay, my name is Howell Wayneright and I've bam hunting 
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“ar ever since | was a kid.” mene, 

| 5 
a “Oh, so for about five minutes,” joked Greymatter. * 2 " 
a, | “Very funny. Everyone makes fun of me because I’m short,” Howell complained. 24 


“Tell me about it,” Greymatter replied. “H 
Fa y p ave you noticed that I’m only five ns 


“So you know what it > else is bigger than you are,” Howell 
answered. 


“You bet | do,” Greymatter responded, “but you know what? | finally figured 
out that being short is no biggie. I'ma lot of things besides short. I’m also smart 
and funny and a hero who helps people.” 


“| never thought about it that way before,” said Howell, “Now | kinda wish | 
didn’t call the Organisation.” 


“The Organisation?” Greymatter gulped. 


“It’s a secret group of alien hunters I’ve by join for years,” Howell answered, 
“| figured turning you over to them would : van in their eyes. Maybe | should 
have been thinking more about using 1 worrying about my size.” 


Suddenly the doorbell rang. 
“They're here,” Howell said as he went to open the door. 


Greymatter watched nervously as Howell greeted three strange-looking men wearing 
metallic masks and fedora hats. 3 


“Do you have the alien?” the group leader asked ominously. 


“Funny thing about that,” Howell answered, “what | thought was an alien turned out 
to be a chipmunk. Funny, huh?” 


“Give me the alien!” the group leader demanded pushing Howell aside. 


Greymatter was helpless as his new captors placed him in a container that caused him 
to freeze in suspended animation. 
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“You can’t just take him!” Howell cried. 


But all he could do was watch as they carried Greymatter away- 


When Greymatter awoke, he found himself pinned down on a high-tech ope 
table while a hooded “scientist” prepared to dissect him. 
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: Trust me, |'m just as grey on the inside as | am on the outside,” Greymatter pleaded. 
There’s nothing worth seeing inside me!” 


Then, suddenly, qa second masked man burst into the room and hit the surgeon with a 
fire extinguisher, knocking him unconscious. The man removed his mask. It was Howell! 


“What are you doing here?!” a relieved Greymatter exclaimed as si 
J sirens b 
blared in the background. / eeped and 


“(followed them to save you!” Howell answered. “Now | know how crazy these people: 
are! They're hiding some alien weapons down the hall! This place has to be destroyed!” 


As Howell spoke, the mad scientist woke up. As Howell fought to keep him down be 
shouted to Greymatter. a 


“The guards will be here any second! Hurry, destroy those weapons!” 


But the resulting power surge jarred . back into functioning at the worst 
possible moment. Just as Greymatter was about io exit the machine, he transformed back 
into full-size Ben. Ben’s hand was stuck! And the building was about to blow! 

Just then, Howell arrived and helped to free the strange boy from the machine. 


“Where's my friend?” he asked Ben. “He's a little grey guy. Have you seen him?” 


“Greymatter has left the building - and so should we!” Ben exclaimed. 


As they ran outside, they saw Gwen and Grandpa Max who had traced Howell’s car 
from the park to his house - and to the lab. Before anyone could say a word, the ground | 
shook and the building behind them exploded. 


“Are you sure Greymatter got out okay?” Howell asked Ben. 
“He's fine,” Ben reassured him. “Little guys can always take care of themselves.” 


“That's the truth,” Howell said, standing proud. Then, turning toward his car, he said 


to Ben, “When you see him, tell him | said ‘thank you’. 
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Later, back in their RV, Ben reflected with Gwen and Grandpa Max on his ty? 


adventure. 
: 


“Why did Howell thank me?” Ben wondered, “ 
. He’ ed me. 
when | ‘go hero’, I'm the one who does the ae s the one who saved me. Usugly 


is that you helped him find the hero in himself.” 


Grandpa Max then started the engine, and the Tennyson trio headed toward their ney. 


“There's more than one way to be rescued, Ben,” Grandpa Max explained. “My guey, I 
adventure. 


. gael 
lng i sates aii 


wihy 


Sn 


_— 


CREATED BY: DUNCAN ROULEAU, JOE CASEY, JOE KELLY 
AND STEVEN T SEAGLE 
WRITTEN BY: GREG KLEIN & THOMAS PUCSLEY 
BASED ON EPISODE #2 WASHINGTON B.C. 


y research,’ 


NOW get out!’ 


he then fixed a st ange dev 
of his head. ‘This is my tra 
phase number one 
accelerates mutations 


genetic eve 


—— 


——,, as 


The scien tist switched on his device 
and an electrical charge shot from the 


top of his helmet to the small toad. | 
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1 home from ana en-capture mission so he could celebrate I 
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“Thanks, Dad! | knew you would be here in time!” cried Kenny. 


“You're only 10 once,” said Ben, laughing. “And who wants to miss your delicious birthday 
cake?” 


Ben 10 Thousand thought back to i own tenth birthday, when, as Ben 10, he received his 
Omnitrix. He thought of all the adventures that he and his cousin Gwen had had as kids. Now they 
were both grown up, with children of their own. 


“Time for your present,” said Ben to his eager son. “Since | got the Omnitrix. 
| was your age, | thought you should have one, 1s 


“My own Omnitrix!” exclaimed a surprised Kenny. “This is so cool! Now | can help you fight aliensy 


ae in - Sal sai it S s safe” 


“How can | pitch in when you never give me a chance: 1. Then, heading to the door, he 


shouted angrily, “I’m outta here!” 


“What about your cake, Kenny?” Ben asked. But Kenny was «ircady out of earshot. Ben didn’t get 
chance to explain that Kenny's Omnitrix was not a fully-loaded model. After all, he knew all the trouble hi 
own Omnitrix had gotten him into back when he was 10, and he didn’ t want the same thing to happen to hi 
son. 
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Kenny made a sour face. “But what good is | 
Devlin laughed. “Are you joking? You can iui DES with that thing!” 


Kenny felt anger rising inside of him. 


“My dad doesn’t trust me to use it!” Kenny complained. He remembered how he 
had stomped away, angry at his dad. He decided to go home and finally have his birthday 
cake. “It’s getting late,” he said to Devlin. “I'd better head home. See ya around.” 


Devlin waved good-bye. “Yeah, see ya around, Kenny!” 


“ Kenny returned home and tried to be nice to his dad, but he was still angry. He got ready for hed. } 
Suddenly, a loud alarm erupted! ; q 

san 

“INTRUDER ALERT! INTRUDER ALERT!” ; 
Kenny hopped out of bed and ran to meet Ben \j large control room. “What's going on, Dad?” 


“It looks like somehody’s broken in,” said Ben. “Let's take care of this - together.” 


Kenny looked at his dad hopefully. “You mean it? You want me to help you?” he asked. 


Ben shoved Kenny into his bedroom and slammed the door closed. 


“Adiivate emergency lockdown,” Ben shouted. 
Kenny couldn't believe what he was hearing. 


“But..you just said we'd handle this guy together!” Kenny said from behind 
the door. 


“That was before this thing started blowing up the building! I've gotta go!” Ben ran towards 
his lab, leaving Kenny behind. 


A frustrated Kenny sat on his bedroom floor and fumed. “I'll never get a chance to fight the 
bad guys!” Kenny whined as he listened to his father’s footsteps get further away. 
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to CATCH THIS!” he bellowed. 
“| want you 10 CATCH THIS! “a —- 


Ben ducked the fireball and flew at the creature with all of his strength! They wrestled to the 
ground, throwing wild punches, smashing into ‘rns and lab equipment. Finally, Ben grabbed 


ae 


~ the creature by the tail, spun him around, and threw him into a wall! Stunned, the creature escaped. 
d fled into the night. 
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' The next day, Kenny complemedattt new friend, Devlin. 


“My dad doesn’t understand! | can help him fight those aliens!” a 


lin puzzled. “I thought the bad guys were in 


“You're right! I'll do it!” Kenny shoute 


“But do you even know where it is?” Devlin aske 
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Kevin 1] shook his head. | 
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“So the Weather Bureau is forecasting clear skies for today’s Rockin’ Chicago 
1960's Music Festival,” reported Vance Vetteroy, the Windy City’s best-looking and © 
most-accurate TV meteorologist. a. 


“But take your umbrella,” advised $.A.M., Vance’s on-air robot sidekick. 


“That's right, S.A.M. | disagree with my colleagues at the bureau, and /‘m + 
predicting an unfortunate downpour during today’s big music event.” Then, turning 
to the camera, Vance smiled and said, “This is Vance Vetteroy, signing off.” 


. “Cool!” called out 10-year-old Ben Tennyson, who along with his cousin Gwen, 
was watching from the sidelines. “We saw you and your tin-can buddy on the news ) 
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e last night.” _ 
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oh % “S A.M. is not my ‘tin-can buddy,’” responded the offended reporter. . 


“Then what is he?” asked Ben. i 
, oy 
*e “S.A.M. is a Super Accurrate Meteorologist invented by me - Vance Vetteroy, 
. Chicago’s foremost weather genius. So, let’s be clear, I’m not just another pretty 
face.” 


“Got it,” answered Ben. 


they walked away. 
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Vance turned his atiention back | 
fo the robot. 
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“What are you doing?” S.A.M inquired. 


“mn reprogramming your circuitry,” answered Vance. “When you ascend past the 
troposphere, you II release a highly-oxygenated solution that will create a gathering 
of cumulus clouds that will produce rain. By creating my own weather, I'll never be wrong! 
| will be the most sought-after weather reporter in the world!” he gloated. : 


Later, Ben and Gwen joined Grandpa Max at Wrigley Field for the start of the ’ i | 
Chicago concert. i 

Ben stared in horror at Grandpa Max's 60’s-era regalia. He was wearing 5. 
patched bell-bottom jeans, a flower-power shirt and Native-American vest, all topped off 
with a brown bandana around his forehead. 
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é “Grandpa Max, you look wacky!” declared Ben. 


“Nonsense,” answered Grandpa Max. ‘I’m just getting into the spirit of the 60's!” 
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“It's not fair!” protesied Ben. “We're missing my Sumo Slammer convention for your 
old fossil concert!” 


“Fair?!” answered Grandpa Max. “All summer long, we've gone where you've wanted 
fo go. You know I’ve waited all summer to see my favourite 60's band, Shag Carpeting.” 


“But what about me?” Ben shot back. 
Grandpa Max did not respond. 


“Gwen,” pleaded Ben, “will you please tell him how uncool this event is?” 


instead, Gwen looked around at all the posters advertising the many musical groups 
who were going to perform. 
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“Wow,”*She said. “There’s every kind of music here - rock, rap, reggae. It’s a fotal 4 


world beat!” 


“+s more like a total world bore!” Ben groaned. 


: 
Just then, Grandpa Max spotted the Shag Carpeting au'~ oh booth. He turned to Ben 
and Gwen and asked, “Who wants to come fo the booth 
“V’d rather brush Vilgax’s teeth with my tongue the @ fossils’ autographs!” 
Ben said. , 


Gwen pulled Ben aside and turned to Grandpa Max, saying, “We'll catch up with you 
later, Grandpa.” They hadn't gone far when the sky suddenly grew dark. Then, just as Vance 


Vetteroy had predicted, it began to rain. 


See 
Fans and performers ran for cover - but, at each turn, their cover Was blown away t 
_ the strong winds and powerful chutes of water. 


“What have | done?” Vance Vetteroy muttered to himself, while preparing for a liven 
report. a 


“You're on,” his producer informed him. 
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Meanwhile, Gwen and Grandpa Max were se! 
abandoned hotdog stand. 


“Where's Ben?” asked Grandpa Max with great concern. 
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“Okay, now I'm steamed,” gasped the exhausted Heatblast. 

“That's it!” realized Gwen. 

“What's it?” Heatblast responded. 

“Go supernova hot and turn the creature’s water into steam,” instructed Gwen. 


“Oh, yeah. | was just about to do that,” said the unconvincing hero as he took 
off again. 
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A short time later, Vance Vetteroy retrieved S.A.M, The weather-producing r _ 
landed unnoticed on the playing field. 


‘ "2 
e He took S.AM. back into his van and began tinkering with his mechanical * 
components. ja 
+, 3 > ry 
“What are you doing now?” S.A.M. asked. —- 


lance answered. “It’s too dangerous 
aster fook out a blowtorch and es , e a 
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“1 can't let you do that,” intoned S.A.M, pulling away from Vance. 


“What?” answered the stunned weather forecaster. 


“You have given me a power that | cannot let you take away,” responded. 5 AM 
“) NOW CONTROL THE WEATHER - WHETHER YOU LIKE IT OR NOT!” 


Vance knew he had unleashed a dangerous Unnaturalforcethat he had to stop. 


But, before he could act. S:A.M. turned his power on his creator - blowing him, and his 
toupée, helplessly away. 


Meanwhile, the crowd regathered to hear Shag coi sing their golden oldies. . 


Grandpa Max and the other fans were tapping their feet to the music as the band warmed 
| 5 up. Even Gwen was getting inf, ai ite But Ben was f ing, still clearly angry about 
missing the Sumo Slammer conv 
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“You mean like rock music?” Gwen suggested 
“Brilliant!” shouted Vance 


“Ben,” Grandpa Max called out, “have Four Arms grab a couple of Shag Carpeting’s 
guitars. We'll crank up the amps and give that thing a real 60’s-style headache!” 


Four Arms grabbed a pair of guitars and raced toward S.A.M. 


As Grandpa Max, Gwen, and Vance turned the amplifiers to full blast, the multitimbed 
hero performed his own rock concert - and seemed to be having the time of his life. 


Meanwhile, just as Grandpa Max had predicted, S.A.M. began to. malfunctions-tis 
short-circuiting components emitted sparks. As the robot plummeted to the ground, the 
weather returned to normal. 


Vance then ran over fo his defeated electronic creation. 


“From now on, I’m just reporting»the weather, not trying to change it. People 
will just have'to like me for who 1am,” said the bald meteorologist as he turned S.A.M. off 
for good. 


Once again, the concert resumed - and no one was more into it than Ben. 4 
“Ben Tennyson!” called out Gwen. “Are you rocking out to Shag Carpeting?” 


“Actually, they're pretty cool...for a bunch of fossils!” Ben admitted. 


o “Let me give you a better view,” said Grandpa Max, smiling as he lifted Ben onto 
his shoulders. 


And helen had a rockin’ good night. . 
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1 Tennyson’s sneeze resdunded throughout the Rustbuckel, the 
1e,shis cousin Bert dnd Grandpa Max used for all their travels. 


It had been five days'since the 10-year-old superhero 
cold, and he wasn’t dealing with it well. 


came down with a bad 


Ben was becoming more and more bored:by the minute. Grandpa Max had 
insisted that Ben not use his watch-like Omnitrix to “go hero” until after he got 
better. And Ben couldn't stand being just a regular kid. 


“What's the point of being (cough) a superhero (cough) it You can't (sniff) 
Use your superpowers?” Ben protested while rubbing his runny fose with one of 
Gwen’s favourite T-shirts. 


“That's enough, you two,” Grandpa Max chided. 
“Gwen,” he.went on, “havea little sympathy for.yéUmeousin.” 


And Ben,” he added, “stop feeling sorry for yourself. Everyone goes through a rough patch now and 
then And}you know what? If you're patfent, sometimés your problems end up Working in your favour.” 


‘How can this lousy cold work in ny favour?” Ben sniffed, 
“You never know,” Grandpa Max answered, “but patience is the key.” 


“Now here. drink this.” Grandpa Max said, offering a freshly mixed cup of his green anti-cold elixir 


“Grandpa, do | have to?” Ben pleaded, taking in a whiff of the medicine's off-putting aroma. 


“Come on,” Grandpa.Max insistedaéaligsmells worse than,ittastés — or is that 
the other way around?/I can never remember. | 


“It's the other way afound,” Ben daswered before reluctantly gulping down 
the medicine. 


“That was grim,” he grimaced. iia 


Meanwhile, Gwen had logged on to her laptop computer and was receiving 
an urgent e-mail. Ma: 


“Grandpa Max!” she called out. “I’m gettingen important message fa 
our friend Councilwoman Liang.” yy 


local nuclear power plant is under a 


s! YOU are our onl y hope! 
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NG CRITICAL,” the system computer 


“CORE TEMPERATURE CRITICAL, MELTDOWN IMMINENT,” the computer blared 
as they arrived. . 
“The controls are smashed! 2 » to get to 


randpa Max exclaim 
the emergency override at the reac 
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Then Bug Man barged in, clad in a bizarre suit of livina ar nour. 


ed reading 


“Of course, he’s covered with | 


that scientists believed that buas w 


“Tle’s gonna wear a bug suif foprotect himself from the meltdown? 
”) skeptical Ben asked. 


3 OF on the Omnitrix and bectiMessHEATBLASTIC 


Bul : ed slrange-‘Instead of displaying his usual red flames, he 
was covered isty whiteness. 


“You look weird,” Gwen noted. 


“This is no time to diss me,” Heatblast answered. “Yousguys shut down the 
reactor,” he directed. “I'll take care of Bugsy.” 
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f But Bug M ow larger than ever, ¢ 

idowed him with superstrength. Heatblast, meanwhile, was feeli 
weak. . é 


a 
“My cold! It’s frozen my flames!” the fiery alien cri 
only fighting Bug Man. He was also fighting Ben’s cold bu 
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F y Down by the'reactor’s core, an army - wasps was pursuing 


“MELTDOWN IN TWO MINUTES, "th er war 


Gwen spotted fire hose and grabbed ii. As Grandpa Max turned @heSpigot _ 
on, she aimed a torrent of water at the wasps. The drenched insects fell hebplessly@a> 


to the ground. N 


But their problemswere far from over. Bug Man's many other in 
friends were still menacing them, while Bug Man himself pursued the Weakened 
Heatblast. 
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pa Ngxond Gwen examined the nuc 
», — Grandpa Max ran toward the man tdown system w | 
gra bbed a broom to try,to fend off the legions of.crawling insects that suddenly | 


_ Meanwhile, G 


a ipnded them. 
“MELTDOWN IN THIRTY SECONDS,” the system computer in 
All seemed lost when suddenly a sheet of ice blanketed the floor 


encased the creepy crawlers. 


4 rl 
f » Gwen looked a ceiling and so ASTI 
P  Heatblashereated a giant ice pole 
“Since when are you an ice cube mak _ used Gwen askedoes ® 
“| guess when Heatblast gets a cold, he really gets a cold,” the. sniffling alieft 
responded. 
Then both Gwen and Heatblast heard Grandpa Max's frantic call. They L 
followed the voice to the control room to find their grandfather. | 
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overheated!” 


Coldblast fired a.steady Bream of su 


: core that he hoped 
., But that wasith¢iproblem, There was 


" .-FOUR...THREE...TWO...” 


it was super-cold versus super-heat, and there was only one 


before total meltdown. pp 


s) vy ONE...” 


The Tennysons braced for the wo: 


“ GORE TEMPERATURE FALLING, | «LOW CRITICAL LIMITS,” 
ihe computer-generated alarm system av 4 


“All right!” Gwen cheered. 


“Way to go, Ben!” Grandpa Max called out. 


“Thanks,” the exhausted superhero sighed. “Now (sniff), how about some 
hot chocolate?” 
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“Whoa!” Ben cried out as the plump alien fell over again. Only this time, the creature 
curled up into a giant ball and began rolling down the hill. 


“Gotta go!” he cried as he tumbled through the forest. 


“Grandpa!” Gwen cried. “What do we do?!” ae 
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“We follow him!” Grandpa Max answered as the new alien rolled toward the fallen 
meteorite. = a a 


As Ben’s alien bounced off the side of the space rock, the rock resumed its original 
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“This stinks,” Ben's new alien said, referring 51) to his puffed-out shape and the 
horrible aroma that came from the tick. 
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“| thought that awful smell was because you haven't taken a shower in three days,” 
Gwen said. Then she gulped hard as she watched the tick dig its tentacles into the ground. 
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“Let's rock and roll!” Ben exclaime 1, as he a in became the Neburian Pellorota. As 2 
the aulen red to the scene, he hurtled himself toward the ax wielder, who, 


“te swatted the round ali n str ght toward the big tick. The alien ricocheted through 
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As Grandpa Max parked the R' 
practice game. 


Ben ran onto the field. Though he was ha 


of him wished that he had stayed home and spars vith hi team - especially now 
that it was playing in the finals. But before he could get too nostalgic for his hometown, he 
was tripped by Cash Murray, the bully from his school, who often made Ben the butt of his 
jokes. . 
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“Ooh, ‘saving the world,’” Cash scoffed. 


“This peewee’s in his own world,” J.T. sneered. 


“Are these friends of yours?” she called out to her cousin sarcastically. “Because if they are, you dew 


need any enemies.” 


about to begin. 


“PLAY BALL!” the umpire yelled. The Tennysons all move ru a9 seats, not wanting fo mis‘ 
thing. 
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not even in the Major Leagues.” 


Ben was determined fo figure out what was going on. 


“| need another hotdog,” he said, excusing himself. 


As the final inning got underway, the tide of the game shifted, and the Cannons began scoring © 


Squires started making errors. 
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“The Cannons’ comeback 
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“This place is about to blow!” Grandpa Max warned. He led them all outdoors just as 


the building exploded. 
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